THE     WILDERNESS     TRAIL                  489
on earth, seemingly, could stop him. He was like a tireless demon,
driving himself and every one with him to endeavours and accom-
plishments beyond the abilities of mere humans.
Scarcely, it seemed to me, had our anchor cable rumbled through
the hawsehole when we saw a boat from the Pendritk rowing from ship
to ship. The general's aide, Captain Sims, stood in the stern, and
when he reached our own vessel, he gave his message without bothering
to come over the side.
From our little cubbyhole of a sleeping-box, off the great cabin,
where we were cleaning the traces of sleepless nights and stormy days
from us as best we could, we heard him repeating his orders to the
officer of the deck :
" All cavalry officers from and including the rank of captain to
General Arnold's vessel for a council of war. All other officers clean
and repair ship. All vessels will move up-river in exactly one hour.53
Buell, shirtless, his face covered with lather and an open razor in
his hand, leaped from his seat on the edge of his bedplace and thrust
his head from an open port.
" Hey, Sims," he bawled, " tell 'em not to cut down the horses !
Tell 9em to leave the horses trussed up. Don't let 'em take off the
slings ! " He withdrew his head from the port, reached for his soiled
shirt and hurriedly wiped the lather from his face.
" Jesus, Oliver," he said, " this feller Arnold ain't like the others !
When he sets out to fight, Oliver, it looks to me as if he didn't propose
to waste time on anything but fighting."*
He dashed shirtless from the cabin, and I heard him on deck,
bawling : " Let those horses alone ! Don't cut down one damned
horse!"
True to Captain Sinus's word, we were on our way up the river in
another hour almost to the minute ; and if ever any expedition showed
more energy and alacrity than this one showed, I never heard of it.
On every vessel the troops, dissatisfied at the slowness of the sailors,.
did duty as sailors themselves. They hauled around the yards to take
advantage of bends in the river and shifts in the breeze- Whenever the
breeze slackened, they manned the boats and towed the ships.
I've heard it said that Arnold's motives in leading that expedition
up the James River were purely vindictive : that he ordered troops to
destroy public and private property out of a vicious desire to injure
the country which he had already foully wronged.
Nothing could be further from the truth. He was fighting, just as
thousands of us were fighting, to save his country from misery and
ruin. His sole object was to destroy military stores ; no depredations
of any sort were committed ; and rebel militia who mistook a body